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SWITZERLAND 



A POEM 



BOOK I. 

yJrHER-E is a land I often have in mind, 
^^ Best loved, save one, of any that I know, 
A gem of thought, in memory kept enshrined 
As in a casket poor but safe — true show 
Brought out and looked at in a vacant time — 
Prism with many coloured rays, the prime 
Of summer and of joy, of flowers and green, 
'Mid winter's cloud, is thus as vision seen, 
A merry song is sung, heart's bells begin to chime. 
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And yet how small a realm gives depth and height, 

Length too, and breadth to joy, when thus it shines 

O'er memory's housetop, and like very sprite, 

Takes a lone thinker up through waves and lines 

Of snow and light aloft, in sky's expanse, 

Where rings of Alpine elves and fairies dance. 

Eye microscopic scarce the land can see 

On Europe's map, that fables this to me. 

Tet wide the outline runs, on memory's backward 
glance. 



And so of snow-clad mountain land I sing, 

Which wakes calm memories 'mid great sea of strife, 

Lays out paths real, nought imagining, 

And colours each bright year of summer life. 

O what an oil of calm o'er waters rough, 

And light o'er dark and then e'en not enough, 

Flows in, when mental or material eye 

Enjoys the vision, be it far or nigh — 

Oh, how it softens quick ill rancour's harder staff 1 
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Great Nature, greatest in that scant domain 
Of man, because thou mak'st it throne of state 
For all thy other realms in Europe's plain — 
Sitting in greatness there o'er all that's great I 
How is my love of thee presiding thought, 
When not thy name, thyself before me brought, 
In dream, or sight, or quickened memory, 
Or pencils truthful touch, Thou floatest by, 
With every line of grace, and power of beauty fraught ! 



Sublime or beautiful, mysterious 

In any way, not only as a whole, 

But in each separate part, and shewing use 

In all, as well as beauty, and not sole 

One sameness, not one uniform sublime, 

And beautiful the same in every clime, 

But rich in shades of each, thou dost invite 

Search, though unsearchable and out of sight ; 

like thy Great Cause, though keen we searched 
through years of time. 
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And so I search, thee, dearest Nature, still, 

Though taking not one lesson in as yet — 

Poor learners we, though having all the will 

To know thee better, and at length to get 

Power e'en of one fair thing to analyse 

Low depths, closed ever to mere outer eyes. 

Content to love, e'en though we cannot know 

All that we might, or ought, yet loving so, 

That not one joy of earth with such pure pleasure vies ! 



But most I love thee in abode of snow, 
In mountain house, in glacier depth profound — 
Enter I cannot, yet 'tis wondrous show, 
To look at, and to watch, all sights around 
Kindred and homogeneous, oft to note 
The falling snowflakes, and then clouds that float 
Around thy roofe and chimneys in high air — 
Then sometimes fain to climb thy icy stair, 
And share my stony couch with chamois and with 
. goat! 
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Oft have I stood on verge of huge crevasse, 
Which force of glacier arch hath rifted through — 
I've never moving seen, inert great mass, 
Yet do believe the unseen motion true. 
The silent vast blue chambers down beneath, 
None visit, for descent is slide to death — 
Yet could I fancy shining blue down there 
That no eye sees, although so passing fair, 
E'en insects, nor hath touched one living breath. 



There was a waterfall within that rift 

Far down below, with roar like thunder shock — 

And now I watch a stalwart arm uplift 

And cast into the gulf a wedge of rock — 

It leaps from ledge to ledge, that mighty stone, 

And sound grows fainter, till all sound is gone, 

And now in cave-cleft settles down at length, 

Till forward, once more forced by glacial strength, 

It rests on near moraine, with crags of ages strown. 
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Whence comes, how comes, that mighty glacial sea, 
Which stands so undisturbed and motionless 
There, to our seeming now, though noiselessly, 
Mass of new frozen snow the while doth press 
Down from above on all the parts below, 
With force resistless, and yet sure, though slow, 
The upper mass doth move the lower on, 
More or less slowly grind e'en hardest stone, 
And rocks along the course its deep striatums shew. 



And now we stand on mountains higher peak, ' 

Above that glacial sea, amid the mist, 

Snow watershed of streams, where only streak 

Faintest of limestone, granite, shale, or schist 

Peeps up from out the snow, just here and there, 

As though some fairy, lighting in high air, 

Had skimm'd along the track, and yet the sun 

Had all the work in fairy fashion done — 

More snow — and now all peaks around the wintry 
vestment wear ! 
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And here we find first source of glacier reign, 
Prime varied action of its sluggish course, 
Upspringing in fast-falling snows, that gain 
In constant falls their grand and puissant force, 
On that high point, where contact with rare cold 
Of hidden vapour, forms first outer mould 
Quite visible, of cloud, and then of snows — 
Becoming mass, which by accretion grows, 
And is a sea at length, with waves that never rolled. 



I love to stand above that sea of glass, 

And watch its hummocks rough and fissures blue, 

With aspects ever changing — slope of grass, 

And forest firs, and flowers of every hue ; 

And walls of cliff on either hand descend, 

Down to yon verge of shore and strange seas end. 

Again, I watch the scene from, glacier foot, 

And when 'tis scanned, it makes all language mute — 

So doth, with stretch of space, majestic stillness 
blend. 
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For it doth seem in distance as a lake, 

Which a weird hand hath struck with sudden frost, 

And banished every bird from bud and brake 

Contiguous, in a moment, and hath tossed 

Into it boulders, that its course might stay 

Still more, and on it bar of prison lay. 

What scene 'twould be, if touch of unseen wand, 

Freeing imprisoned sea from frozen bond, 

In watery torrent bore all icy realm away ! 



'Tis in full flush of glorious summer time 
I see this winter, see eternal snows, 
Eternal ice, eternal frost and rime, 
Melting and freezing, in long cold repose, 
Ray vertical of sun, blue vault of sky, 
Earth's freshest green, and zephyr's balmy sigh, 
A garden land with flowers of varied shade, 
Looking fdr love and smile in snow or glade. 
Thus adverse seasons meet, so strangely sisterly ! 
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Butterfly flutters above crest of snow, 

*And gentian nestles in its soft embrace 

Both cold and warm — from edelweiss you know 

A glacier near, and soon it shews its face. 

O what a wondrous warmth is in the air, 

When thus you stand in snow in summer there ! 

Perchance with fifty miles of it around. 

And walk on ice, for foot the only ground — 

Sense doth one season find, eyes both in common share. 



Anon I tread yon solid ground of ice, 

And scan form, aspect, structure, nature through — 

And not alone to gentian near the gneiss, 

Sun gives rich colour and proportion true. 

But ! lo, fye now shoots forth a fiery gleam 

That makes hard mass at once a r unning stream — 

Fills the whole air with glow of radiant heat, 

And draws on glacier face a flower complete, 

With petals, stem, and sprays, all truth and not 
a dream! 
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And not alone one flower, but many there 

Aided by lens, that lustrous pencil draws, 

Or stilus as it might be, for warm air 

Pierces hard ice by force of nature's laws, 

And forms these liquid leaves and petals on 

White ice ; and now the flickering beam is gone, 

And settles on another surface white, 

And makes more leaves with stile of radiant light, 

Fern-like serrated leaves, that sun's deft hand hath 
drawn. 



It almost seem'd like warfare waged between 
Winter and summer on well chosen field, 
Summer, the conqueror, where o'er mimic scene 
Ice flowers, the sculptured trophies, quite revealed 
Proofs of a battle and of victory, 
While little glacier rill went gurgling by. 
And now no more with icy thrall opprest, 
But free, with its own music's voice exprest 
Almost a human joy, for such fresh power to fly. 
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And yet there is another rill that flows 
Down in abyss of glacier, very deep, 
That rises quite on high amid the snows, 
And for itself doth sure free passage keep 
With tiny force, through huge ice mountain still 
Flows on from age to age that little rill, 
Unseen, unheard, and gathers strength within, 
While hollowing wider berth caves' sides between, 
Then leaps from night to day, new mission to fulfil. 



And now I stand before that mighty wall 

Of ice cascade, whence issues, torrent grown, 

In open day, what first a rill we call — 

Darting with madman's might from stone to stone, 

And dashing hither, thither, reckless, wild, 

Foaming o'er boulder here on boulder piled, 

White rushing stream, now forcing wider berth — 

Wind leaves pine hanging by some scrap of earth 

Mow here, now there, on rock, like playful freakish 
child 
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Poising a brick on toyhouse, which with touch 
Down comes ; and now in desolate weird place 
On farther, stands a rock, which sudden clutch 
Of fitful gust, so .narrow is its base, 
Might whirl into the flood below, but mark, 
Its form stands up so high, that almost lark 
Might rest on summit on her skyward way — 
Once was its bed in cliff in light of day, 
Now rests alone in gorge, all desolate and dark. 



And many a rocky fragment, not so vast, 

Into yon torrent bed from mountain side, 

On rolling, is with bound resistless cast, 

And frets afresh its furious restless tide — 

And now scan well the gorge, with cliffs so high 

Ton scarcely note the top ; up birds may fly, 

Man cannot find a foothold, and note firs 

All the way up, where nothing living stirs, 

With handful scarce of earth, for scrambling roots 
to lie. 
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Now hurries river on, as though in rage, 

But truly stirred by forces natural ; 

Or, fluttering like poor bird in narrow cage, 

Pent up and struggling to escape the thrall 

In vain, strikes wildly 'gainst its prison wire, 

With fruitless energies that never tire ; 

Gorge makes new curve, and now we trace the line 

Where furious cataract swept — rocks faintly shine, 

And trees all withered lie, like pathway swept by fire. 



Next comes in sight a waterfall, that leaps 

Among rough crags, and scatters wide the foam, 

In tortuous hasty passage down the steeps, 

And ever seeking, never finds a home. 

Now one and now another from the height 

Shews streak, in current clear, of silvery light, 

Steals down straight rock, like music in a dream, 

White, noiseless, thin, transparent, feathery stream, 

Scene in itself of grace, e'en sun scarce makes more 
bright. 



Digi 



tized by G00gle 



14 SWITZKBLAND. 



Again, hemmed in below with mighty blocks, 

See narrow cleft scarce making channel-way 

For maddened waters, bonnd with chains of rocks. 

High up, tall giant cliffs shut ont the day, 

And almost meet above — at times unseen 

White little river runs the cliffs between 

Far down — and faintly murmurs song or sigh — 

The cliffs above art magic reared so high, 

Perchance from eye profane mysterious rites to screen. 



And now without one fear of demon spell, 
Or witch, enchanter, spirit, forth I go, 
From darkness deeper than e'en poets tell. 
From under cope of heights o'erhanging so, 
They almost midway stretch out into space ; 
More open, spreading glade, sun's glorious face, 
Sun's that so quickens, colours, lightens all, 
Here lifting quite the veil that seem'd a pall, 
And filling creature life with beauty, smile, and 
grace. 



Digi 



tized by G00gle 



A POEM. 15 



How sweet look chalets in this new found world, 

Dotted on green hill sides — now church snow-white — 

Now station-chapel — here and there is hurled 

All lichen-streaked, and settled down in site, 

A boulder — farther off— not very far 

iTom nearer mountain, whence sun's fiery car 

Stirs avalanche — Mine like to his, was change, 

Who, in thought travelling through Inferno's range, 

Came out to upper world, where day's bright glories 
are! 



And so from gorge Inferno-like I passed 
Not in a dream — the place looked all the while 
A kind of nature's dungeon, here up cast 
Perchance by old upheaval of her pile- 
Now greet me fair her lovelier softer shows. 
The river that dashed wild through gorge, here flows 
Free and no longer prisoner, rocks rude 
And grim and tall, still standing where they stood, 
Here open wide their ranks, disperse their serried rows, 
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Let loose all dungeon prisoners, and almost 

Dance out of sight awhile; then take quaint shapes 

In nearer sites, as though some prisoner lost 

They would recapture, and in cloudy drapes 

Still hide ; and o'er him shake the rattling keys 

Of boulders and of waters ; make dark trees 

The sentinels, and bid together clash 

Two mighty rocks with thundering sullen crash, 

Like doors — To watching ears dull moan of evening 
breeze, 



And heavy roar of torrent, seem like plaint 
Of captive pent within. Far, far away 
Floats on clear air down valley side a faint 
Soft toll of vesper chime at close of day, 
Voice of a call at eve, a Sun to see 
That never sets — note of a place to be, 
E'er was, now is, that not to eye that sees 
Is visible, but, we know, all spirits frees, 
Some time, from night and ill, and all captivity. 
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Now home comes herd that knows no church's bell, 

But has its own, a bell whose stringent law 

Doth govern company, a kind of spell 

That must, each, all, in one way, one walk draw. 

And by one common sign, one mutual call, 

Join each to each, and to its leader all. 

The wandering cowherd on the mountain side 

Knows by the sound, where all of his abide, 

When down the valley line eve's lengthening shadows 
fall 



I love to see, down winding mountain way 
Descending slow, those gentle Alpine cows, 
Whose very step makes music, and air may 
In very breath catch fragrance — one to browse 
On some sweet tuft of pasture, steps aside, 
And then another, but without a guide, 
Now led, now leading, now in single file, 
Now scattered,, down rough zigzag all the while 
Wending, whate'er of storm or other ill betide. 
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Anon, I hear borne on in fitful swells 
Of night wind, soft, melodious, fall, and true, 
Chorus, without conductors played, of bells, 
Chorus by those who music never knew, 
Time, tune, or aught artistic — in the path 
Up there, which quaint fantastic paling hath — 
Dear nature's peripatetics, on they go, 
Thus playing. Seems essay, that plaintive low, 
To sing, or joy to find stray blade of aftermath. 



Home, boldly threading crags by dark ravine, 
Boy-goatherd and his flock come running fast 
From higher pastures — here a goat is seen 
Playing high up — there kind of protoplast 
For painter, one in act of springing, all 
Models of nature's skill, he fain would call 
Fine groups, whose graceful forms light bell best suits. 
And so we watch them, picking tender shoots, 
And running, ringing happy bells, to chalet stall. 
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Nor ends strange music there, for now at eve 

Around small chalet doors, in yard or street, 

Each little flock doth welcome due receive. 

We hear goats' tinkling bells and gentle bleat, 

Mnrmur of voices, bark of dogs, and low 

Of cows, and rush of waters, for they flow 

Near in the valley, and perchance is heard 

In house some hymn, whose heart the voice hath 
stirred, 

And all within hath felt a joyous, reverent glow. 



'Mid all these pleasant jars, scarce dissonance 

We note unmusical, with nicest ears, 

Or think of. Soon comes sound of peasant dance, 

In village hostelry, or chalet near, 

Which one with locks of grey and beard unshorn, 

Times with his ancient fiddle — far cowhorn, 

Or distant yodel echoes on the gale. 

Birds, that scream out good night, above you sail, 

And guide bids kind adieu till three of following morn. 

8 2 
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And then how peaceful lie toward break of dawn, 

Those little houses, weatherworn, of place 

Begirt with mountains, from which some have gone 

Already of that hardy mountain race, 

To wonted mountain nook with flocks and herds — 

Soaring as early as the earliest birds — 

Who first designed that simple house of wood, 

With eaves o'erhanging, outward stairway rude, 

And hayloft down below, tell no historic words ! 



Doubtless, that study for a painter's art, 

Both study was and work of earliest men, 

In that wild land of forest, far from mart, 

Or school, or luxury — materials then 

Were there, and shelter needed — so they made 

Their wooden house, and stone foundation laid ; 

Framed all their balconies and stairs above, 

Huge bolts into their rough-hewn timbers drove, 

With nought but natural skill in handicraft or trade. 
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I one time glacier cross'd before the sun, 

One single summit of far mountain line, 

From other side, had e'en to touch begun. 

How strange the contrast yester eve, when kine 

And men, with mingling voices, noisy seemed, 

And merry were. Bat here I might have dreamed 

There was none else besides myself alive, 

And I must wait till living things revive, 

To speak ; such silence never wildest fancy dreamed ! 



For in that morning's very early prime 

Bees, butterflies, mice, lizards, are asleep, 

And men till now — but soon soft distant chime 

Tells that they live, and from night slumber deep 

Awake to prayer, before unpraying things 

Shake off their sleep, and busily on wings, 

Or carefully with little feet run light 

To find food ready within reach and sight. 

And so mice run about, and blithe bird flies and sings. 
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And all this while I watched grand orb of day, 

Higher but slowly steal toward great dome crown, 

From lowlier summits roseate — fuller ray 

Colours cloud edges momently, and down 

Low and high snowy slopes his radiance pours,. 

Suffusing all with rose — from boundless stores 

Of light, streams day o'er outline sharp and clear 

Of many an Alpine peak both far and near, 

O'er gorges, forest, cliffs, and lakes low greener 
shores. 



That was a wondrous silence, silence felt, 

In the still morning's dawn, as I have said — 

To the One only there I could have knelt, 

And thanked for life — all living things, or dead 

Or non-existent seem'd ; for not a sound, 

Or sight of nature animate I found — 

Nor e'en the faintest stir of wind was there, 

While thus I stood in midmost silent air, 

And not on earth but ice, for me most holy ground. 
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It look'd almost like morn of early earth, 

Ere living things, or Adam e'en were made, 

Perhaps e'en sun, or just before his birth, 

And when came only sunless light or shade, 

All things prepared for use, not users come — 

Or if they had, were all asleep or dumb — 

To me what mystic, speaking silence that 

Which at the moment o'er creation sat, 

Ere he came forth, of all the radiant king and sun ! 



And how great the joy, when forth he came, 

Of me, of all — we felt his glorious light 

As well as saw it — soul and eye the same, 

Of every creature. Bevelled in the sight 

And sense, all, every where — we might have thought, 

To grass, leaf, flower, a kind of pleasure brought, 

First rays, first glance, and sun had made them smile — 

Bocks shone, and glacier look'd a silvery isle, 

And I his rise, and crown of summit, never have 
forgot. 
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BOOK II. 

CSrHERE was a time in some great backward past, 

^*y Time pre-historic, nay, preadamite, 

When mighty inner forces did forth cast, 

From earth's low depths, above her surface, high, 

Huge masses we call mountains, science by 

Name of upheavals ; but whate'er the name, 

Nature or date, be theirs, they stand the same, 

As when they first from earth moved up majestically. 
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And then, on upheaved rocks, air's vapour dense, 
Besting at once, did take the form of snow, 
Because of cold, and in pre-eminence 
Uprose o'er Ghamounix far down below, 
Of mountains king, grand theme of many a song, 
Highest of high, whitest of white, Mont Blanc, 
On Europe's earth, and all the snowy fields 
And icy seas appeared. Here never yields 
Ice adamant to sun, the ages all along. 



Bossons, white Mer de Glace, Argentieres, 
Did also, at some point of time unknown, 
Perchance take form, by press of forces there 
Moved downward ; then, by slow erosion, stone 
Of rock cut through on either hand, did bed 
Sculpture themselves, Procrustian. So are fed, 
Making all flora, grass, rice, maize, to grow, 
Arve's waters, that through length of valley flow, 
That else were dry, from these drear founts replenished. 
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Grands Millets looks like island in a sea 

From Brevent, which white waves of snow surround 

An ice-bound coast, where they that toilers be 

Up great Mont Blanc, set foot on solid ground, 

And find a hut among the rocks at last 

With joy, when perils of this sea are past. 

But they are bound to very pole of snows, 

And great north cape above — so short repose 

Is theirs, and on they go, despite cold, night, or blast. 



Methinks I see outside the hut, a band 
Step out on snowy depths, that deeper may 
Yet be, of arctic sea. With axe in hand, 
Treading with careful steps the lonely way, 
High-conraged, silent, roped, they forward go 
With lanterns, for 'tis night; in morning. So 
Silent through silence, 'mid earth's icebergs, all 
March one by one, all quick-eyed, for the fall 
Of one, might hurl whole band into blue gulf below. 
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Or time has often been, when in the hush 

Of midnight, forth hath gone to scale Mont Blanc, 

From Mulcts, stalwart men, long ere the flush 

Of morning hath appeared, but all along 

White shining way, night like to day hath been 

Beneath bright moon and stars, and in the sheen, 

Tall cliffs have ta'en weird shapes, and by some sleight 

It might be, all looks silver in that light — 

So like to poet's fairy land, just then, the glittering 
scene! 



And thus doth band of noble, hardy men 

Toil on by light of lantern, or of moon, 

Bight up the giant heights, far out of ken, 

Through hours of night and morning. But now, soon 

Comes dawn, as toward the crowning summit hoar, 

By Aiguille, Plateau, Dome, and Corridor, 

And final slopes of well-cut slippery path, 

They slowly go, and find day's herald hath 

Begun o'er all the scene his first faint light to pour. 
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But how can words describe the colouring, 

Pencil of sun to sky and snow-line gives, 

When it doth lift night veil, and first gleam bring, 

That seems to put new life in all that lives, 

And warms the snow ; soft, graceful touches now 

Tint ridges, gorges, peaks, we know not how, 

Momently — streaks of orange and of gold 

Reflected, play on ice and realm of cold, 

Gladdening all dreary plains on that vast mountain 
brow. 

Long since, the men, that mount now icy wall, 
Coming of light, add end of night's repose 
So glorious, bringing now great joy to all, 
Below, had watched from rock amid the snows. 
And now they wave a flag of victory 
On crest, and thence, from grand white snowy sea, 
Where shine clear granules, like so many gems, 
Meet for all new and old world diadems, 
like monarchs they o'er millions look, that 'neath 
them be. 
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And so, 'tis glory to have gone so high, 

And stood on point, where most men never stand, 

Watched altitudes below, both far and nigh, 

And cast keen glance o'er many a distant land ; 

Braving all peril — 'tis a glorious feat, 

To have once reached snows' highest crystal seat. 

Pizzo Bianco, Weisshorn, have snow peak ; 

But this is snow all o'er, without a streak, 

Whitest of all white forms, that mundane vision meet. 



He was once said, true boldest man to be, 

Who, in some ancient epoch of the race, 

Did first frail bark commit to open sea ; 

He, too, was bold, who was the first to face 

Perils of unknown ice-fields without aid, 

That now men's skill hath lesser perils made, 

And grand white buttresses, that overhang 

Chamounix, ridge on ridge — so poets sang, 

Great Pelion was on Ossa once by Titans madly laid. 
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And so, I bid thee, great white mountain, hail ! 

I cannot climb, like some, thy mighty side, 

Nor with thy npper heights my soul regale — 

But I can see thee now in regal pride, 

Hoar with the snow of centuries, and find 

Joy in the sight unfailing, of a kind 

That quickens all the pulses, e'en of age, 

Makes active thought reach quite thy topmast stage, 

And fancy take a flight, that leaves all thoughts 
behind. 



To pinnacle, in spirit do I fly, 

Of some lone, virgin peak, or down descend 

To bed of deep crevasse, the one so high, 

That with it all things earthly seem to end, 

And finds no foothold hardy mountaineer ; 

So deep the other, into it fall sheer 

Material, would be death — but spirit can 

All spaces known and unknown briefly span, 

Up heights, down depths, fast flying, without fear. 
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Once did I watch, toward eve, at Chamounix, 

A setting sun, that cast his lingering rays 

Bight down the line of Bosson's glacial sea, 

And seemed almost to kindle into blaze 

All the cold snows around ; came first red glow, 

Like as of fiery coal, intense — and lo, 

Then orange ; now, across the sky's deep blue, 

Edges of scattered clouds lie, fringed with hue 

Of golden yellow — all sun's rich imperial show. 



It was a scene, scarce nature e'en had traced 

Better before, so changeful were the glows, 

That one by one, each glorious minute graced, 

And earth, air, nature, were in grand repose. 

A scene so passing wondrous, yet so true, 

Pencil of human artist never drew. 

Along white mountain range that morn was heard, 

Thunder of avalanche ; no sound now stirred, 

But forms of light all round, almost like lightning, 
flew. 
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And now, Mont Blanc, farewell ; them hast a name, 

That among mountains makes thee chief and great ; 

Yet thou thyself transcendest all thy fame, 

As doth thy grace thy mighty regal state, 

And thy Creator, all. I know not when 

These eyes of age may see thee yet again, 

Or whether e'er at all ; yet, far or near, 

To very heart of memory thou art dear, 

And writ'st thy name in thoughts, with stone colossal 
pen. 

And now to other heights muse hastes her way, 

Congenial giants, Ogs and Anaks all, 

To him of Chamounix, and holding sway 

O'er gradd denies we sometimes gorges call, 

In far-famed Oberland — around me stand 

Monch, Jungfrau, Eiger, Schreckhorn, goodly band, 

And Wetterhorn, stout body guard 'mid snows, 

Beady to rain stone bullets on their foes, 

With turrets, and with arms, well guarding native 
land. 
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Tall pinnacles like files of soldiers seem, 

Manning a frowning wall in grim array, 

Yon might their arretes burnished armour deem, 

Flashing with silvery light toward break of day. 

And mark deep gulfs on either hand, that gird 

Mettenberg's heights. Of streams who ever heard, 

Not running, or of solids dead and cold, 

That yet were water, or round castle hold, 

Of icy moats, that winds of heaven had never stirred? 



Now see invaders cross yon icy moats, 

Then scale the castle wall, and captive take 

Bock pinnacles, above abode of goats, 

And on high summit, cairn for flagstaff make. 

Once was a daring one, who took a leap 

On to a crag, when came, all down the steep, 

First slip, then fall, quick slide, and last leap — death. 

Now is he one God's acre numbereth 

Among the calmest there, that in her bosom sleep. 

c 
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We stand beside the grave of him who took 
The fetal upward leap, that dread recoil 
Next instant brought, and in another shook 
Out life and breath, and further power to toil 
Sere, there, or anywhere. He was a trite, 
Great, nature's hero, that would dare and do 
Much in her cause, and in the happy fight, 
His and her Author eyer keep in sight, 
Since higher up he went, he nearer to Him drew ! 



'Tis strange, that silent, motionless, and yet 

Speaking defiance, of thy angry crest, 

To all, who, warriorlike, would near thee get, 

With axe of war, dread Schreokhorn, thus to wrest 

Thy stronghold from thee ; none can keep thee long 

When taken, for thy frozen mail of air, 

Bars stay, turns back foes soon, who meet thee there, 

Now quick, 'mid fugitives, fly down thy stones hard 
pressing throng. 
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It would be purest fiction, if we said 

That stones have will, as though they sentient were. 

Yet, in the mythic lore, ere now, we've read. 

That some, by fabled gods, were made to bear 

The form of stone, that once were men, hence so 

Thou into Peak of Terrors hadst to go, 

That once wast man, and Schreckhorn now thou art, 

That once, as man, wast terrible ; apart 

From all thou standest now, bristling from oat the 
snow. 



To him, who now within this graveyard sleeps, 

Thine was no Peak of Terrors, but of joy 

Ever to rise toward God he took his leaps, 

So with Him converse held without alloy. 

He lost a life to gain one, fell to rise, 

Higher than Schreckhorn, yea above the skies, 

There turned not into stone, but into soul, 

By Him who is of life True, Only Whole— 

With Him he ever lives, through Him he never dies. 

c 2 
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The sun thy greyest cliffs is silvering o'er, 

And on thy fairest shedding tenfold light, 

Grindelwald, when I leave thee, never more 

Will Horn look brighter, or more calm the might, 

Than now ; from rifts deep down each shadow goes — 

E'en Schreckhorn smiles, and reigns a bright repose. 

O'er all thy pastures — pointed as a spear, 

Into far sky seem Horns to run up sheer, 

And pendant dewdrops gleam on firs below the 
snows. 



I've wandered since through Grimsel's dark defile, 
Where freakish nature almost savage seems, 
Begins to frown, and ceases quite to smile, 
And darker even looks than gloomiest dreams. 
Here let us, too, assume more sober mood, 
And think of God as Grand, as well as Good, 
Author of grandeur, and of goodness too, 
In all that's good and grand, or bright and true — 
How passing wondrous He, who each with all endued ! 
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And now I stand upon a frozen sea, 

Stndded with white, fantastic, crystal isles, 

Whose spiral points church pinnacles might be, 

Arranged in frosts artistic varied styles ; 

New daily — so here token of a kind 

Of power of air o'er water do we find. 

Air, helped by pressure, conquers with its cold, 

And into mass compact doth liquid mould ; 

He to it gave the law, who all things else designed. 



For, as in other creature life, so here 

Reigns law, evolving in her cycle sure, 

Cause and effect, and thus a process clear 

Doth vapours sailing in high air, immure, 

In kind of prison visible of snow 

First, and then ice — next pressure, constant, slow, 

Condensing more, doth thicken day by day, 

Ice prison wall, which cannot float away, 

Though, sometimes, from it sun makes merry rills 
to flow. 
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Snow granule thus is force which serves to swell 
The giant bulk of Aletsch and of Rhone. 
Great Aletsch ! what a space thou ooverest well, 
With thy vast icy heart — the frame of .stone 
Beneath, above, all round, on either side, . 
Can scarce contain thee, when in mighty pride 
Thy veins are swelling, and thy pulse beats high, 
With eddyings of cold blood — crack comes — then fly 
Asunder rifts so great, that none can o'er them stride. 



There is a loveliness, Bel Alp, in thee, 
None can describe, or paint — already thou 
Art poem written all may read and see, 
Written too by thyself which none else now 
G$n write so well — and thou, with such rare skill, 
Paintest thyself that none can canvas fill 
So faultlessly ; to think of thee is joy, 
Still more to speak — in age, a kind of toy 
Of memory I often play with, childlike, still. 
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Girt with that river never flowing, faced 

Foil by those mountains never losing snow, 

With carious oarpet, richer than hath graced 

Earth's noblest palace or her proudest show, 

Made in thy loom, and ever being made, 

So never getting old, each tender blade, 

Fresh shooting daily, and a million flowers 

Counting for nought, coming up in the hours, 

And tinting with their affluent hues thy carpet's every 
glade. 

Thou art, to mind, a beacon set on high, 

Thou art, to sense, a vision passing fair, 

That mockest words, and must thyself supply 

All thine own story, when we have thee there 

In thine own eyrie ; oft thine alp, just seen 

From far, seems, e'en like speaking, "come," to mean. 

Thus from her bower fair maidens beckoning look, 

Shews to lone watcher that he's not forsook, 

And so dost thou peep forth from out thy window 
green. 
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A very hanging garden, might I call 
Thy realm in air, Bel Alp, for thou art set 
'Mid clouds that, like a curtain, o'er thee fall, 
And as, perchance, where Ere and Adam met 
Eirst time in Paradise, there round them grew, 
Things fairer than they ever after knew, 
So here thou dost present a Paradise 
That e'en for liveliest fancies may suffice, 
And is of Nature's richest garden picture true. 



Thine Aletsch and thy Sparrenhorn are near, 
And circles round thee many a snowy Horn, 
Strength guarding beauty, and so, void of fear, 
And undisturbed, thy flowers, each noon and morn, 
Last tints to heighten, new put in do seem 
Invisibly of kind that few could dream, 
Save they, and their grand special colourist, sun, 
And in their way, and by rare skill have done, 
Passing all pencil's art, or power of poets theme. 
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And now in inougnt 1 wander to a scene, 
Which is itself a thought, and as a thought 
Parent of many great that might have been, 
If I had art to draw them, as I ought, 
Straight from the teeming centre of its might, 
Thy heart, weird Wetterhorn, and sharp in light 
Of cloudless morn, thy curve of crest in sky. 
Yet 'mid so much thaife great how small am I ! 
Yea without wand to call one glory into sight ! 



And so I stand in midst of thee, Zermatt, 

In thought though not in fact with eye of mind. 

And memory, I see thee still, and that 

So well, that 'tis like face to face, how kind 

Was sun of that fair time, that let me see 

So much of thy sweet beauty, which to me 

Was then revealed so fully that I now 

Think that I e'en see thee still — and also thou 

Gavest me friends of worth — so these I owe, to thee! 
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But of thyself the feeble Muse moat sing, 

Withal unworthily, so bright and grand 

And strange thou art, and dost such wonders bring 

To swell a theme, that doth itself demand 

All noblest words, and should itself combine 

Graoe of sublime and beautiful with thine. 

There is a very church of nature here, 

That makes for heavenly worship fittest sphere, 

With glacier all white, that doth best art enshrine. 



Then for the aisles thou hast the valleys green, 

And for thy spire, dread far-famed Matterhorn, 

Crags, pinnacles, pines oft have arches been 

To fancy, some straight standing, and some torn 

By tempests — sky the vault — and He hath made 

This church, who all things made, and then essayed 

To teach us thus and here to think of Him, 

Before whose glory all things else are dim, 

And power of Prime Creating Mind hath here 
displayed. 
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And thou, grand spire, that nature, pranksome, wild, 

In her own time and way, did once upheave, 

And all thy mass of stone in order piled, 

And for amaze of future ages leave, 

E'en as we see thee now, how dost thou mock 

All who would scale thy steep Titanic rook ! 

Millions of stones, full oft, thou rollest down, 

On those who try thy jagged point to crown, 

And some slide down themselves, and perish in the 
shock. 



And so, strange Matterhorn, thou art a force, 

Dull and inert, yet still a force, with might 

Active and passive, having quite the source 

Of it within thyself, yet given thy site 

And form, and power, and law by One, of all 

Being the Fount, and Sole Law Personal ! 

When in earth's mountain realms thou first didst rear 

Thy wild fantastic shape, there can appear 

Small work in lapse of ages to recal. 
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There seems a band of Nature's giants here, 

Circling quite round, all marshall'd in array. 

We note the snowy helm, the silver spear, 

White flashing mail of ice and wavy play 

Of fleecy plumes — in avalanche, deep sound 

Of crushing mighty hosts about the mound 

Of Gorner, in full battle— now again 

All's silent, yet in force above the plain 

We see them marshall'd still, those giants all around. 



Foremost of these stands up thy stately form, 
Grand Mont Rosa, like a chief that leads 
His army on, erect, e'en when the storm 
Beats round him, calmly offering all, their meeds 
For victory. Monch, Biger, Jungfrau there 
And others great among these leaders rare 
Stand up in glittering line, and now I seem 
To wake from sleep, and find 'tis all a dream, 
Yet if a dream, in thought, how real and how fair ! 
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And so no more do snowy armies now 

Circle around me, for to scene I've fled 

Breathing of peace, e'en thine, sweet Saas, for thou 

Pnttest forth sweetest beauty, and dost shed 

All of it freely on ns, and cans't claim 

Title of happy valleys honoured name. 

Thou art a valley of Sweet Waters too, 

That dance all day thy flowery pastures through. 

With much to make thee famed, yet all unknown to 
fame. 



For universal genius, Nature, shews 

Mastery, in art and work of every kind 

Inanimate, plans all, and all things knows, 

And does whats truest — child of One Great Mind, 

She sculptures rocks with skill, and paints the grass, 

Outlines a leaf, draws tree, fills in a mass 

Of forest, puts in touches here and there 

To calyx and to petal, and can spare 

Bay into dewdrop on some feathery larch to pass. 
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One Admirable man there was, 'tis said, 

Who planned and did all well, and all things knew- 

Bnt Nature's powers cannot be numbered— 

All that he knew she knows, and much more top. 

Orders and does, as artist, sculptor, sage, 

Philosopher, inventor — every page 

Of her great book she amply fills with lines 

Of light, innumerable,* and with them shines 

There, as she hath done here, from age to age. 



One little spot there is in that lone vale, 

Where all her arts seem lavished, perhaps with wand 

Fashioned in quick caprice ; we have no tale 

Of that wild play, when doings went beyond 

Like these, earth's annals — but let fancy stray, 

And tell, that Nature did such things in Fee, 

In era pre-historic caused to grow 

Grass and a flowery mead, where once was snow, 

Ice, and moraine, on some right joyous merry day. 
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It doubtless was a gay and novel show, 

When first in solitude of drear moraine, 

Uprose an island alp, while all below, 

Above, and round was ice, no more again 

To teem with stones or ever sterile be, 

As once, in age no eye of man did see, 

Oasis truly there ! — upsprung the green, 

And every hue of flower, and on the scene 

Began to sing the birds, and insects buzzed with 
glee. 

And all below there is a Paradise 

Of flowers and verdure fair, that greet with smil 

Sister green alp above — anon the ice 

And snows of mighty Mischabel the while 

Best on the giant heights, that circle round 

Oasis here, like angels all snow-crowned, 

Invincible as Michael, and safe keep 

Its peaceful chalets in their dreamy sleep, 

And day, that like a dream, is still, with scarce a 
sound. 
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Here floral life in every radiant form 

Looks quite its best, as though each flower in turn 

Claimed to be queen of beauty, and was warm 

With flush of living hope, and sighed to learn 

Passers award — with crimson seems to vie 

Blue, white, and golden — gorgeous butterfly 

Is on a petal now, as if in show 

So rich, of Fee, he knew he shared ; and so 

None knows which plain looks loveliest, earth or sky. 



So here is kind of amphitheatre, 
Vaster than any known, in Fee, of which 
Mountains are outer wall, within, sole stir 
Flutter of silent wings — in every niche 
Exquisite lines of beauty, tints of grace,- 
Surpassing thought, eye might almost trace 
Proscenium, all of flowers — Nature's Church, 
It shows its Great First Cause to all who search, 
As of each unit sole in His grand boundless space ! 
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BOOK in. 

[E sometimes hear of magic of a name, 

Kindling a martial spirit, quenching fear 

In armies, wildly thrilling through the frame 

Of drooping citizens, that scarce can hear 

Sublimest eloquence, and coldly spurn 

Its last appeal ; and as we sometimes turn 

To ancient name of one we loved and knew, 

With thought akin to joy, so quite as true 

Does heart respond to sound of thine, beloved 
Lucerne ! 
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'Twas first to thee, in times now long gone by, 

Of sites in all thy land, I bent my way — 

I love thee still, and true to memory, 

Cling to thy name, how far where'er I stray. 

Thy quaint grey battlements and flanking towers, 

Hewn from the native rock, seem beacon powers 

To thoughts that lose their way, and take them back 

With hand most sure, to pleasant first Swiss track, 

Like voice that once from thence was wont to call the 
hours. 

And these transport me to remoter time, 

When thou and thine, who in dim ages were, 

Fought for and conquered freedom, and rung chime 

Of victory from thy belfries ; none would dare 

Assail thee now, save amicable foes, 

Who pennon plant upon yon highest snows, 

And axe in hand, wage war, it might be thought 

Fiercely, with inert ice that never fought, 

And crags, where e'en light foot of chamois hardly 
goes. 
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Not thus had ancient fight of Hying men 

Ideal been on Sempach's bloody field, 

When to have washed away fool battle stain, 

Had ta'en nigh all her waters — without shield 

Or spear that day Swiss Arnold, with thought rare, 

For country, did his noble bosom bare, 

When nought could break close Austrian serried/anks, 

T' embrace of lances — then through opened flanks 

And front, all heroes flew, to conquer freedom there ! 



But not an age before, did gallant band 
Strong as its native mountains, and with aid 
Direct from them as combatants, withstand 

And crush proud Austrian's duke with crag and 

blade, 
By thy lone placid lake, fair Egeri ! 
Down flew the rocks on all the chivalry — 
Morgarten then became a Marathon — 

And Egeri, for time to come, Thermopyl© ! 

D 2 
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And now old legend takes us back to night 

Old as itself, in past, most memorable, 

When 'neath sky canopy and in God's sight, 

Three men made solemn compact, clear and mil, 

On a green plot of ground by Uri's bay, 

Galled always Griitli, so traditions say, 

To free their country, and to spare their foes — 

And so, 'tis said, first free Helvetia rose — 

How well she kept what hard she won, long ages say. 



And once there was a Tell, whom muses sing 

And fable hath ennobled — bow the knee 

To Gessler's cap, or do aught other thing 

That homage meant to Austrian tyranny, 

He would not do at bidding ; calm and great 

He stood, and true aim took at apple set 

On his son's head, and shot it clean away, 

Not harming him — to tyrant's sore dismay, 

He struck for freedom thus, and bowed not to his 
state. 
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So tyrant by defeat more furious grown, 

Made prisoner one who gained a victory, 

And bound with chain a victor — gale had blown 

Suddenly after o'er that little sea, 

Where Gessler next bore prisoner — bind lake 

He could not, that cause common seemed to make 

With her own son, so gave him there, in fear, 

Freedom, and Tell to landing plans to steer, 

Which all his fetters soon, and Gessler's pride, will 
break! 

It was old Roman spirit that here freed 

Itself for ever from all outer yoke, 

And made a mind's republic on the mead 

Since called Tell's Platte, on which he sprang, say 
folk, 

From bark in storm — that moment freedom there 

Founded true state in him, of which pure air, 

Free soil, was his own inner self— he first 

And sole full citizen, wherein he nursed 

Life, that now all in native land with Uri share. 
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Tell was no shadowy myth, as some have said, 

Though peasant hand long mythic wreath hath wound 

Of flowers not ail his own, around his head — 

True man of mark on freedom's hallowed ground. 

Taking among her sons that drew the bow 

Of old, high place, he stands in foremost row 

Of worthies long revered — his lot was cast 

In day remote of times unwritten past — 

His deeds in chapel here rude frescoes dimly show. 



It is right noble thus to consecrate, 

By act of solemn thankfulness, pure deed 

Of public virtue, good to see a state 

Now body corporate, from despots freed, 

In solemn concourse, yet in lowly way, 

With full accord, to One stand up and pray. 

So at TelTs Platte, Morgarten, Sempach, meet 

Freemen, who once a year each other greet, 

And offer common thanks on freedom's glorious day. 
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Heart's fullest, where, in Grutli'a solitudes, 

Men first were great, and Nature still sublime, 

And league was made, in holy trusting moods, 

Germ of free nation's life for coming time — 

Eye rests, thought broods on this grand sanctuary. 

Bed peak of XJri towers majestically 

Above that narrow ledge of sacred green. 

We seem to catch the spirit of the scene, 

As forests and blue lake give back the blue of sky ! 



For here on very ground we seem to stand, 
Where once, in dead of night, a band of men 
Went forth to make a people, and joined hand 
In token of the pact — and said amen 
To vow, and each to other fealty swore 
All in the darkness, and took oath before 
All-hearing One, that they would do no wrong" 
To Count of Habsburg, or what might belong 
To him, who yet on them would floods of ruin pour. 
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Those*very rocks were there that now we see, 

That very lake below that calmly lies, • 

Same placid Auster murmuring peacefully, 

Pale countless stars, and cloudless stilly skies. 

Fauns, Oreads, Naiads, all had shared in creed 

So holy, pact so just, and hailed the deed 

That soon would free the land, lift veil of night 

Tyrannic from her soil, and let in light, 

If demigods were there, and they could come in need 



And so was formed in womb of Nature's night, 
Child of a glorious day, that, as a sun, 
Arose, and put all rolling mists to flight 
That clouded freedom, and imps one by one 
Scared far with wand of light, and cleared dense air 
Of sinister dim veils, that so long there 
Curtained the cantons and their lake with dark, 
God save Helvetia, quick re-echoing, hark, 
To call of mountain horn, was battle-cry and prayer. 
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How looked fair Nature on that freedom's day, 
When first Helvetia's other sun arose, 
In primal might on shore of TTri's baj, 
And order marked the sky line of her snows, 
And seemed, in counsels of past solemn night, 
Like planets in conjunction, Law and Bight P 
Perchance she sympathised on that great morn 
With her twin sister, and her newly-born 
Greeted with. warmest kiss of roseate holy light j 



I've sometimes in the early morning thought 

Nature had look of supernatural 

For a few moments, and had radiance caught 

That mind might paint, but no voice audible 

Describe — when lights around are strangely bright, 

And shadows are transparent with the light, 

And mountains are awake and waters speak, 

And sounds are nearer brought from distant peak, 

And airs as angels' breath, in moment's pause of 
flight. 
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Morning akin to this it might have been, 

Or was, that followed night so notable 

As that of Griitli — there we might have seen 

Sense showing sign in things material, 

Look, as though people and their land were one 

In soul — to greet them first came forth the sun, 

In all his bridegroom glory ; conscious crest 

Rose up with outline sharp and snowy Test, 

And lake almost in livelier currents seemed to run. 



Perchance firm rocks were loosed and downward rolled 

Their stones, like sturdy Ajaxes, for joy — 

More silvery shone the firs, birds gently told 

New tale in fuller song, and waters coy 

Of torrent danced and leaped, and waterfall 

Sparkled with light unwonted, and so all 

Nature responded to grand oath of night, 

In early morn, and to it gave the plight 

Of sympathy throughout, at freedom's silent call. 
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All this is but a thought, that, like a dream, 
Sets mark of truthful on unr eal things 
For a short time, then vanishes like gleam 
Of very transient light — yet soon it brings 
Mind back to Forest Cantons and their lake, 
And witcheries that very dreamland make 
Around, and yet are truth — we leave her shores 
Where Nature forms of various beauty pours, 
Then only from bright dream of real to awake. 



Honest conspirators were they indeed, 

Who in conspiring had such noble aim, 

Who stamped conspiracy a virtous creed, 

And made conspirator an honoured name — 

No wrong to enemy, all faith to friend, 

All homes to brighten, and no heart to rend, 

Was steady grand resolve — so here was plot 

For good not evil, never once forgot, 

With honour for the shield, and country's weal the- 
end. 
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The heights of Rigi and Hiatus there 

Bristenstock, Titlis, Todi, stood as now — 

Walls of a people's prison then they were, 

Now of a Nature's palace — from their brow 

We contemplate with joy her corridors, 

Her niches, courts, rooms, ornaments, and floors, 

Where princes, peasants, all, are free to go 9 

Fearing nor dungeon, baron, gaoler, foe, 

And search and find at will her wondrous priceless 
stores. 

And all began at Gnitli — schemes were planned 
In council chambers there beneath the sky, 
Which in some after day would free the land, 
Tea, eyery rood, from bailiff — night winds sigh 
Amid first whispers — little knew they then, 
Those honest, dauntless, hearty, planning men, 
All that would come of that lone night's emprise- 
How grander sun would brighten future skies, 

And more than most men dreamed, would get their 
own again. 
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Those humble men of Griitli had stout heart, 
Although they spoke in whisper, met in dark, 
And figure not in world's historic chart 
As heroes of high note, or men of mark. 
In legends on time's current floating down, 
They got good local name, not world renown. 
In. gorges of home mountains lost to view, 
Their misty forms took shape to only few, 
Who set on almost viewless heads their shadowy crown. 

But men of Grutli were born counsellors, 
Heroes of ancient mould and statesmen ripe, 
Nobles, whose title not a king confers, 
But band of men of good old Roman type. 
And so they planned on New Tear's morn to rise, 
And rid their hearths of all stern tyrannies. 
Hundreds 'gainst thousands, firm they dared to stand, 
Planned, fought, and founded people — scheme how 

grand, 
For weak to wrest from strong, and keep so rich a 

prize ! 
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And yet not then did shepherds' sling and stone 

Smite down the mailed Goliath, who defied 

Helvetian puny strength, and stood alone 

Against them all in mightiness of pride — 

Nor yet at once, yea e'en for many a year 

Did whispers of Furst, End, Stauffhcher, 

In Griitli's midnight council, speak aloud ' 

In federal voice of cantons, as when cloud 

Black gathering, speaks aloud in crash that all may 
hear. 



But time at slow pace moving, came at last, 

When vassals, so long ruled, would be a state 

Ruling themselves, all outer rule off cast, 

And serfs in princedom of a potentate 

Arose a nation armed, as poets say 

Athena was, when first to light of day, 

She sprang from brain of Zeus — scene ah how fair, 

When Sempach's closing thunder cleared the air 

Of every faintest cloud of black, or haze of grey ! 
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Then sprang Fonr little Cantons forth at length, 
Kind of Athena in full panoply, 
All mailed and mighty, and with giant strength, 
Fonr vowing henceforth only one to be, 
Pallas in all things, wisdom, courage, might, 
Purity, truth, to which all gave their plight, 
Well panoplied both then and since, and now, 
Those freemen standing proud on mountain's brow, 
Exulting in free air, free earth and lake and light ! 



Time moves, and with him slowly takes the news 

Through heart of valley and down mountain side, 

By voices that his message never lose — 

How few had strong old tyrannies defied 

In valley farther west not long ago, 

And tyrants and their tyrannies laid low, 

Then had set up compact fair commonwealth, 

That none could smite or harm by might or stealth, 

And how all sternly ruled, might like good courage 
show. 
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So earnest voices spake for many a year,. 

In tones that ghosts would use, if they could speak, 

For freedom, in those valleys, yet in fear 

Forbore to act as yet, because too weak 

Just then — full oft we've heard of gallery 

Called whispering in cathedrals, where voice high 

Bases from whisper ; so voice here at length 

Rose from its whisperings to a thunder strength, 

Rose with a nation's shout, that made the mail-clad 



And now in thought I picture one of those, 

Who whispered patiently of nations' rights 

Before they came, and nursed his quiet woes 

Till puny arms were strong enough for fights, 

Noting in lonely hollow shapes in sky, 

While tending herd and musing dreamily, 

Eye sketching fast what busy mind designs. 

When, lo ! he thinks he sees, mid cloudy lines, 

A form like warrior armed, with sword uplifted high, 
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Stately as Michael or Ithuriel — 

Tale ran in after days, how then to him. 

Lustrous as silver looked the coat of mail, 

And white of plume made other whiteness dim, 

And light ethereal played upon the shield, 

And splendours radiant, multiform revealed 

Not earthly — note imperial in the mien, 

And gesture that might e'en command have been, 

Seemed calls of Heavenly Leader to the field. 



Henceforth did longings for the freedom spread 
Eastward among the mountains, yet not then 
Could strength and one with wit to be a head 
Be found among lone unarmed peaceful men, 
To plan and carry war against strong hold, 
On neighbouring heights of baron, or be bold 
To fight with armed retainers hand to hand, 
With stones and arrows only making stand, 
Untrained to arms as yet, though cast in hero mould. 
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And first report gained credence far and near, 

Of what then seemed Divine Phenomenon 

To nntanght mind of simple mountaineer — 

Ont of faith's text book never once had gone 

Form of Supernal Leader in the sky, 

Thought so to be in first short ecstasy — 

And tale was told on many a winter's night, 

And form in mail was rarely out of sight 

Of men of peace, who now, longed all to fight and die. 



Then long were prayers put up by holy Church, 

And Abbot of Dissentis blessed a deed 

God's own to be ; and there was careful search 

For leader, lord of Rhazuns said, God speed, 

And Bishop brave of Coire helped a cause 

That had of prayers and vows nor scant nor pause, 

Primate in all, archangel — in such guise 

Did famous league, Graubiinden called, arise, 

When voice of peasant ruled, and lawless bowed to 
laws. 
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So vassals priests and lords in council met, 

'Neath shade, at Rhaetian Trons, of sycamore, 

And liberty did there its cradle get, 

And soon was Fanstrecht crushed in holy war 

That ruled with might unholy, and thence came 

Law's ordered rule, when every hearth the same 

Just rights possessed once only baron had, 

And all swore common vow, and hearts were glad, 

And on St. Anna's walls they frescoed all the fame.. 



t 

So down in lowest depths of Engadin, 

And all among grey gorges of its east, 

Sun never seen before now entered in, 

Lighting alike the greatest and the least 

With kind of sheen they never had before, 

That chiefly got the name of law it bore, 

From light in inner souls of humble men, 

In forest dark of Trons assembled then, 

And left not Rhcetian alp or hearth for evermore. 

e 2 
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These men were founders of a dynasty 
Of noblest type, although unknown to fame, 
Where founders all were rulers, low and high, 
And low thus high and higher low became, 
Ruling themselves, and yielding to a rule 
That was their own, and so for all good school, 
Teachers and taught — the only regal thing 
Among them then was law, for law was king 
In every heart, so had true body-guard and roll. 



There is a picture in old portico, 

Of house of prayer in Trons, where quaintly traced 

On wall by some plain artist long ago, 

Is scene of federal pact, not yet effaced, 

When all then vowed 'neath canopy of tree,. 

True to each other and to God to be, 

Chief, Abbot of Dissentis, in full state 

Robes of his order, all with hearts elate, 

Telling to winds and skies and God that they were 
free! 
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Here Count of Sax to vassal fealty swears, 
And Lord of Rhazuns plights a reverent faith — l 
Mailed, and with scarf of bine, his head he bares, 
And, all nnplnmed, grave words of promise saith, 
And peasant elders stand in garb of grey, 
Homespun, around — yet great as lords are they 
When league that gives all equal rights is made, 
And simple terms of bond in form are laid, 
Before a Lord Supreme, whom all alike obey. 



And thus Graubiinden rose beneath the sky, 

When each was bound to other and to law 

Henceforth, in peace and war, indissolubly, 

As Mends to hold together, and they saw 

How well that union would repel all force 

Of lawless ones — calm justice take its course 

And not strong arm with ancient violence 

Uncurbed, or robbery under false pretence 

Of tax, which had in might's autonomy prime source. 
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There was a solemn stillness in the air, 

As though the heavens were listening, on the day 

When under tree, with self-devotion rare, 

Estates of Rhffitia thus in simple way 

Made trusty compact, without fear or guile — 

Bees and all humming insects ceased awhile, 

And birds forbore to sing — small torrents' rush 

Grew soft, e'en leaflets stirred not in deep hush 

Of nature, 'neath green arch of trees' cathedral aisle. 



Wood painting is an art that shows a scene 

In lines so graceful, vivid, living, true, 

That writing makes a picture ; there hath been 

Like speech in picture sometimes, going through 

Story in colour, with a touch so clear 

And real, that rude artist doth appear 

Almost historian, and you might call 

Picture an annal written on a wall, 

As in old porch at Trons, with sycamore so near. 
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Types of the true* the beautiful, the great, 
Though all unknown to wider world beyond, 
Men, who built up, embodying there, a state, 
Scarce record have or name, save that of bond 
That moulded them in one, and keeps them still 
In true first guild of grey, indissoluble. 
Artist at Trons was almost only one 
Who played part graphic of historian 
Oraubiind, state's name alone, doth role of history fill. 



'Tis said by ancient poet, many brave 

Before great Agamemnon lived, but they 

Were never known to fame, and Lethe's wave 

All stories of their doings swept away, 

Because no poets sung, nor archives kept 

Their names and deeds, and all their doings slept, 

Like their own selves, unknown — so seemed forgot 

Because unsung, these worthies, yet were not 

Unhonoured while they lived, or when they died, 
unwept ! 
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And bo came common weal, for weal of all 
In Hhffitia, ranks made equal — law supreme 
Supplanting licence henceforth — nobles fall, 
And peasants rise to level — not a dream 
This of a might that bows to right, but kind 
Of grand embodiment, in fact, of mind, 
That Summum Bonum of art politic 
Hath now attained, needing no rhetoric 
Restraints to laud that gall not, though they bind. 



But now had years of little state rolTd on, 

Until they made a century — not yet 

Had come fall first ideal, thought upon, 

Of perfectness, on which all hearts were set 

On sacred opening day, but Paustrecht rude, 

Revolt, strife, war, conspiracy and fend 

Sometimes prevailed, and dimmed, like eastern blast, 

JFhe sacred earliest brightness, but at last 

State's true ideal ruled, best form of common good. 
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And presently eame on that happiest day, 

When weak two little sister states made one, 

Helvetia and Graubunden, Swiss and Grey, 

In sempiternal concord, which begun, 

Hath never ended, and so all the land 

For which such wondrous grandeur Nature planned 

Finds moral force of mountains in her men, 

And polity, and laws, which ne'er again 

Things outer can destroy, while inner firmly stand. 



Bight, once of old, did sage of Hellas say, 

A little city set upon a rock, 

Well governed, than all foolish Nineveh 

Was better, for it had no stumbling block 

Of wealth, or space, or splendour, to make weak — 

Thus does small Switzerland confirm the Greek— 

Set by a Nature's ordinance on high, 

Sheer above Europe's plain, well governed, lie 

Valleys that have for guard, a towering rocky peak. 
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And 'mid these heights, well built, stands little state, 

Little but strong, with stalwart buttresses 

Of her own granite, to which only gate 

Lies through her human walls — for centuries 

Thus hath she stood, while kingdoms rich and strong, 

And overgrown like Nineveh, ere long, 

Around her, fell, all shaken to the base, 

By one that quick rose up, and took their place, 

She, smallest, stands, the pride of proverb and of song. 



At heart a rock, with nothing that can tend 

To weakness in her, solid and compact, 

Though poor and small, with mountains to defend 

Her valleys, yet with little to attract 

Cupidity of dynasts, passing wise 

In statecraft — singly oft, without allies, 

O'er kings and dukes, for full five hundred years, 

And mail-clad hosts victorious, now she rears 

Her fair white cross of peace, time honoured, to the 
skies. 
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Yet was she sorely shaken for awhile, 
When kind of earthquake rent great continent, 
Upheaving village, gorge, and lone defile. 
There. one that was a conqueror forth went 
Stamped with his foot, and as from underground, 
Battles, conspiracies, new all around, 
Despotisms, armies, death, in freedom's name, 
like storms from crater — after tumults came 
Again the peaceful laws, herself was first to found. 



So now does shepherd on the mountain side, 

Share in a weal his prototype of old 

Devised for all, once more, whate'er betide 

His other fortunes — as transmuted gold 

It is to him, who has no other mine — 

Lordly as wealth, and reverend as a shrine, 

Spotless as maiden, regal as a queen, 

Gorgeous as pomp, and justice comes between 

All ranks, and makes decree with voice almpst divine. 
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For all have common rights before the law, 

Both rich and mean alike, which none can slight 

Or bribe or wrest — conclusions none may draw 

Here for himself, for all have common right 

To make appeal, for they have common ties, 

Restrictions, rules, and guards, which state supplies 

Out of her code to each, so here is weal 

Free state to each free citizen doth deal, 

Which she, like air he breathes, like air, to none denies. 



Once well and truly noble Roman said, 

That as of different voices sounds there be, 

So of all ranks in state, well ordered 

Opinions must, to make good harmony 

Be in accord — now here in little state 

All elements doth reason modulate 

Though diverse, so that not a sound is heard 

In state affairs, that dissonance e'er stirred, 

For harmony, like rills, through men doth percolate. 
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We see this pictured in the very land, 

Where, for the state, snch true consensus springs. 

There, from diversities on every hand, 

Voices and shapes of many unlike things, 

Do form, in harmonies most marvellous, 

A kind of concert, full, mellifluous, 

Making all words well nigh impossible 

That would essay such matchless grace to tell, 

Disposed through scenes around, in tones so congruous 



I've watched the pale white snow on mountain line, 

Pine forests next on slopes beneath the snows, 

Then torrent, that doth almost undermine, 

With lively frantic force, one scarcely knows 

How much, in narrow channel out of sight 

Impending cliffs, and through all rocks with might, 

Way scoops — what great walls of that small world, 

Nature, once calmly, not built up, but hurled 

Into tfieir place, and then, well nigh had shut out 
light. 
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Artistic Nature these grand elements 

Then blended so, that harmony was brought 

By concourse there of seeming dissidents, 

Into their midst, and all the concord wrought 

That comes of multitude in unity, 

Where parts, though different, symmetric be, 

Making entirely consentient whole 

Of which, what we call beauty, is queen sole, 

Her crown, yon hoary summit that we see. 



I sometimes stand in that true Nature's realm, 

In thought, where what we see she once upheaved, 

And Atlas-like, still bears — and overwhelm 

Her might mass cannot — so man once conceived, 

Atlas bore up the world — when forced to yield, 

Old Titans perhaps threw down in this small field 

Their mountains, vanquished, in the war with Zeus, 

When they could get nor heaven, nor peace, nor truce, 

E'en if such arms as these their giant hands could 
wield. 
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O what sublime, grand battle was it then, 

If e'er it was, when earth's high mountains flew 

Across immense void space, and gods at men 

Hurled thunderbolts, and crash resounded through 

Aether, and fiery flashes lit the sky — 

Earth shook, and forth, gods ready to defy, 

Armies of giants, tall as mountains, stood ! 

Fine myth, which shows vain battle with the good, 

Of evil, and of Force Divine sure victory. 



But 0, how wondrous is skilled Nature here, 

Who bears up mountains and well paints the glades, 

And sculptures rocks, and forests bids appear, 

Each in best site, and puts in lights and shades 

Truest that are, forms glacier, gives it shape, 

Mantles all aiguiles with a snowy cape — 

Best painter, sculptor, builder, bearer, she 

Of all that ever have been or shall be — 

Nought is, that doth her true forecasting mind escape. 
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I love to see her, when the summer air, 

And rich strong sun, and fostering rains and dews 

Open and form her flowers, and with grace rare, 

That fitful course in varying mood pursues. 

Waterfall steals down cliff, while dashes past 

Wild torrent in ravine — with mighty blast 

And rush roars avalanche — sun tints the snows, 

Winds gently whisper, chalets in repose 

Nestle among the rocks, that over them are massed. 



Now lay is nearly sung, that hath essayed, 

Faintly to trace scenes eye oft lights upon, 

In this bright world, and mind hath fondly made 

Subject of thought, and memory hath gone 

After as toy with glee, like playful child — 

Bocks, Greeks would say, some Swiss Alcides piled, 

And flowery tracts, almost like marvellous 

Old fabled gardens of Alcinous, 

With ice streams, rocks, and snows all strangely 
domiciled. 
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Nature, mind's goddess, that personifies 
Whole sum of causes and effects in things 
That we call matter, here to wondering eyes 
Kind of grand concourse, from all atoms brings, 
All found in order words can scarce define, 
But is of beauty perfect glorious line, 
Concentered in small compass — see on high 
Each peak her known mist-flag of sovereignty 
Unfolds, to this I bow, and own her, sovereign mine! 
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Page 51, line 1. — Duke Leopold of Austria was defeated 
• at Sempach in 1396, by a small Swiss band of 1,400 men, 
mainly through the self-sacrificing courage of a knight of 
Unterwalden, named Arnold of Winkelried. 

Page 51, line 10. — At Morgarten we have the scene the 
first grand battle of the Swiss for freedom, in 1815, where 
with only 1,300 mountaineers, they defeated 20,000 Austrians. 

Page 52, line 10.— The legend of William Tell, who, 
according to tradition, with unerring aim shot an apple with 
an arrow off his son's head, by command of the Austrian 
bailiff, Gessler, is firmly believed in Switzerland. The scene 
of the event is supposed to have been Altdorf . 

Page 60, line 10.— A meadow called Gratli, not far from 
Helen, is the supposed spot pointed out by tradition, as the 
rendezvous of the three founders of Swiss freedom in the 
year 1307. 

Page 66, line 16. — For more than a century after the first 
Swiss Union, that part of the country of Bhsatia now called 
Grisons, groaned under the tyranny of almost numberless 
petty lords, who, though they possessed but a few acres of 
land, or even no more than the number of square feet on which 
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their castles stood, yet assumed the rights of independent 
sovereignty, waging perpetual petty war with their neigh- 
bours; oppressing their own subjects, and pillaging all 
travellers; the ancient form of levying duties and customs. 
The best notion of the state of society which existed during 
this period of the Faustrecht (Club Law), may be formed from 
the number of feudal ruins which stud the lateral valleys and 
gorges of the Rhcetian Alps. At last a day of retribution 
came. The peasants rose in revolt, and threw off the yoke of 
the nobles with less violence than might have been expected, 
chiefly because the great ecclesiastical potentates, the Bishop 
of Coire, the Abbots of St. Gall and Dissentis, and some of 
the more influential barons, sided with the peasants, directing 
instead of opposing the popular feeling. The result of this 
was the Grisons Confederacy, 1471, quite distinct from the 
Swiss Confederacy, called the Grey League, or Graubund, so 
called probably from the grey beards or grey garbs of the 
confederates. 

Page 67, line 1. — At the entrance of the village of Trons 
stands the decayed but venerated fragment of a sycamore 
now six or seven centuries old, beneath whose once spreading 
branches the deputies of the peasants met the nobles who 
were favourable to their cause, in March 1424, and took the 
oath of fidelity to one another, and to their free constitution 
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then established. According to tradition, the oath was 
administered by the Abbot of Dissentis. 

Page 68, line 10. — Close to the Sycamore tree stands the 
little chapel of St. Anna, the portico adorned with Bible texts, 
and with two fresco paintings. One represents the first 
formation of the League, the principal figures being the 
Abbot of Dissentis, in the robes of his order, the Count of Sax, 
with a white flowing beard, and the lord of Bhasuns. The 
other picture shows the renewal of the oath in 1778. 
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THIS LOVELY WORLD. 



iflPtH, what a lovely world is ours ! 
^^ How fall of beauty, light, and grace ! 
Who can the wondrous scene survey, 
And not the Loving Author trace P 

2. 

Oh, what a grand vast world is ours, 

How fall of majesty and might ! 
Who could the greatness see, and not 
Fall down and worship at the sight ? 

3. 

But if I look upon a soul, 

A soul that grace Divine doth £11, 
I note a marvel greater far, 
A world more grand, more lovely still. 
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4. 

That soul was dark, 'twas chaos all, 

It rose to life and high estate ; 
It onoe was weak and mean and poor, 

Now it is rich and strong and great. 

5. 
Who made that dark soul what it is ? 

Who made that weak soul strong and great ? 

The Same who made our world so fair, 

So vast — the Immense, the Uncreate. 

6. 

So when we thank our Mighty Lord, 

For giving us this glorious earth, 
Let us most thank Him for the love 
That gave our souls the second birth. 

7. 
But let us thank Him most of all, 

JTor that bright unseen world to come, 

Which He who made our lovely world, 

Has made our sure eternal home. 

St. Moritz, Engodin, Switzerland, Aug. 1867. 
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THE SUN. 
1. 

^WBBT morning Sun, 

Beaming and bright ; 

Opening to every one 

Day after night. 

Gladdening the eye — 

Staying the sigh — 

How dost thou daily make God's ancient promise sure, 

That while earth stands the course of day and night 
shall still endure. 

2. 
Life-giving Sun, 

Nurturing from birth 

Life of each living one 

All over earth. 

Down to depth going, 

Up to height flowing, 

How dost thou fill all space with heat on summer day ! 

Tea, warm the cold of age, and chase night dews away 
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3. 

King-like, oh Sun ! 

Walking in might, 
Ruling on throne, 

Above in the height. 
Thy frown is grief — 
Thy smile relief — 
Thyself created, moved, and ruled by Highest King, 
Thou bringest light and heat from Him to every 
living thing ! 

Sun, more than sun ! 

Light, more than light ! 
Course who doth run 

Far out of sight. 

Sun of all good, 

High gracious God, 

Cast thy bright beams of light on us, thy light of 
heat and grace, 

And be to me and each and all the glorious Sun of 
Righteousness. 

Aggischhom, Switzerland, Aug. 21st, 1868. 
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1. 

|OW happy am I all the day, 

Dancing onward from stone to stone ; 
I run onward and cannot stay. 

And no sooner I'm come than I'm gone ! 

2. 

From glacier my course I've began, 

And while I ran onward I sing ; 
Through a lovely green valley I run, 
And the rocks with my melody ring ! 

3. 

From my source do I run as now, 

Never weary, yet never at rest, 
From the snows of yon mountain's brow, 
And the crags near the eagle's nest. 

4. 
And the sun comes upon me oft 

And silvers me o'er with light, 
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And with gleams from his seat aloft, 

E'en my depths makes transparent quite. 

5. 

Gay barberry, gentian, all, 

On my green little bank that grow, 
With my drops as they ceaseless fall, 
I kiss, and then onward go. 

6. 

Often o'er me the kind loving sun, 

As its way my light current pursues, 
With a ray dancing playfully down, 
Forms an arch of most heavenly hues. 

7. 
And still I run on in the night, 

Never sleeping and always gay, 

While the moon, with a soft clear light, 

Guides me well on my midnight way. 

a 
But from snows of yon crested dome 

Bushing waters will flow bye and bye, 
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Pouring down from the glacier home, 
And the peaks far up in the sky. 

9. 
Then will rills mighty cataracts be, 

Dashing down the dark mountain side ; 

I shall then be a raging sea, 

Spreading ruin and waste far and wide. 

10. 
Bnt soon I'm myself again, 

Floods, whirlwinds, and tempests cease ; 

I flow gently on after the rain, 

In my own little bed in peace. 

11. 

For I'm one of the works of God, 

I am His in my home of snow ; 

Or, when loosened from ice abode, 

I glide calmly in valley below. 

12. 
Then how happy am I all the day, 

Dancing onward from stone to stone ; 
I run onward and never stay, 

No sooner I'm come than gone. 
September, 1868. 
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MONTE ROSA BY NIGHT, 



1. 

|OW>eautiful is Night 
In every clime ; 
In the fair moonlight ; 
In the summer time. 
When all is still, 

Not a sound is heard, 
Not e'en the trill 
Of a summer bird ! 

2. 

How beautiful is Night 

When air is clear, 
And moon is bright, 

And stars appear ! 
When no misty shroud 

Meets gazing eye, 
Not a speck of cloud 

Is on the sky ! 



Digitized 



by Google 



MONTE ROSA BY NIGHT. 93 

3. 

How beautiful is Night, 

In a balmy air ; 
When a scent, faint, slight, 

Of flowers is there. 
When day is gone, 

And heat is past, 
Nor a gleam of snn 

On earth is cast ! 

4. 
But beautiful as Night h 

In every clime, 
In the fair moonlight 

In the summer time. 
Oh, how mnch more 

In the mountain land, 
Where peaks' high hoar 

All round me stand. 

6. 
But most beautiful is Night 

Monte Rosa with thee ; 
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When in all thy might, 

Thyself I see. 
When above, below, 

From base to height, 
I behold thy snow, 

In the summer night. 

6. 

And when beautiful is Night, 

What stillness reigns, 
And what silvery light 

O'er thy snowy plains. 
While in air, around, 

Moats soft o'er all, 
The faint far sound 

Of the waterfall! 

7. 
And when beautiful is Night, 

How lit up thy crest ; 

With each snow track quite 

On thy face expressed. 
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Pinnacled cone, 

And point and line 
Of crag and stone, 

And stately pine ! 

8. 
And when beautiful is Night, 

How I see thee here 
In th y form of might, 

Ruling far and near. 
With thy towering dome, 

And its crown of snow, 
Where the eagles roam, 

And the torrents flow. 

9. 
And while beautiful is Night, 

How I muse alone, 
On Him out of sight 

On His great white throne. 
Who died for me, 

And is light of light, 
Whom I almost see 

In the calm clear night. 
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10. 

Yet beautiful as Night 

Monte Rosa with thee, 
When in all thy might, 

Thyself I see. 
Gomes more beautiful day 

And endless light, 
When Night goes away, 

There is no more Night ! 

October, 1869. 
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THE SEA. 



C3fH0U great and glorious Sea, 
^^ How dost thou rage and swell, 
When winds roll o'er the heavily, 
And thy waters hiss and yell ! 

Down oomes night 

Upon thee quite, 

For night-like clouds are there and almost shut out 
noon-day light ! 

a. 

Thou restless troubled Sea, 

How dost thou come and go, 
But chiefly in thy majesty 

Of onward earthward flow, 

When each wave's crest 

On other pressed 

Seems making overthrow of man and earth his high 
behest! 

G 
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8. 

Thou everywhere flowing Sea, 

Running from shore to shore, 

Bearing ns on thee readily, 

The whole of wide world o'er ! 

Earth's every land 

Dost thou command, 

Washing with endless lines of spray her blackest 
further strand ! 

4. 
Thou deep unfathomed Sea, 

What watery space profound 
Belongs far down to thee, 

Beneath earth's solid ground ! 

And what silent scene 

Of life between 

Us and depths of dark abyss, where alone our dead 
have been ! 

5. 
And oh ! fair joyous Sea, 

Thy beauty how I love, 

When clouds and darkness flee, 

And lighted from above, 
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With clearest hue 

Of heaven's own bine, 

Thy depths reflect the smiles of sky with limnings 
soft and true ! 

& 
Bat tranquil glassy Sea, 

How placid is thy breast, 
When waves are murmuring quietly, 

And winds are hushed to rest. 

And sun by day, 

And moon's night ray, 

Doth on thy still and sleeping breast in silence gently 
play! 

7. 
But tranquil stormy Sea, 

In all thine aspects great ; 

Vast, boundless, though thou be, 

There comes a time and state, 

When Eternity 

Shall swallow thee, 

And in a land new, marvellous, there shall be no 

more Sea! 

November, 1868. 

G 2 
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THISTLE DOWN LIKE FLAKES OF SNOW. 



Frozen or snow flowers fell in myriads. For a long time 
the flakes were wholly composed of those exquisite blossoms, 
entangled together. On the surface of my woollen dress, they 
were soft as down ; my coat was completely spangled with 
six-rayed stars. And thus prodigal nature rained down beauty 
as she had done here for ages. — Glaciers of the Alps, by John 
Tindall, F.R.S. 

1. 

/SjftNCE did I stand upon an Alpine height, 
^^ In yonng gay summer time, when all around 
Crag, precipice, and peak, shone cloudless light, 
And ever and anon from snows that crowned 
Yon giant's topmost crest, I heard a sound, 
Which showed frost yielding to the heat of day, 
And, borne straight down into abyss profound^ 
Resistless snowy masses swept their way, 
Nor iron rock nor forest dense their headlong course 
could stay. 
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2. 
Serac, crevasse, seemed sparkling all the while, 

Joyous, prismatic — and in mnte delight 

Bine gentian oped her petals wide to smile, 

And edelweiss displayed her noble white, 

In glacier nook kept warm, and nestled quite 

In nursing snows — arnica's golden star 

In daytime shone — pink, crocus, came in sight — 

And sun, low stooping, from his fiery car 

Kissed with a ray of joy bright mountain rose on alp 
afar. 

3. 

But now one fleecy cloudlet hung in air, 

Thin shadowy child of snow, on highest cone, 

And soon another came and hovered there, 

Nor long those streaks of silver were alone. 

For now fast gathering haze steals slowly on, 

Shrouding as with a veil, above, below 

E'en sun himself and all he shone upon, 

High lines of summit, glacier's stealthy flow, 

Drawing its dusky curtain down o'er alp, moraine, 
and snow. 
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And now while not a breath moved tiniest flower, 
And not a voice of any life was heard, 
And night had come in day — in that lone hoar 
So dark, so still, when not a creature stirred, 
And God seemed silent, then without a word 
In the deep hush came prodigally down 
A rain of flowers, than down of any bird, 
Or e'en of thistle Bofter, o'er me strown 
In myriad forms, each flake a six-rayed star, heaven's 
flowery crown. 

6. 

And comes there not some moment here on earth 

When in mid-current of the world's affairs, 

In whirl of business or in time of mirth, 

A sudden pause ensues, thafno one dares 

Define, and spirit mystically shares ? 

Converse with dear ones gone begins once more, 

And sight then comes in semblanee, yet that wears 

Reality, and unseen forms well loved before, 

From cloud near earth, o'er thought, heaven's myriad 
amaranths pour. 

Januwry lOto, 1870. 
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LUMINOUS TREES, SHRUBS, AND BIRDS, 
LIKE SPARKS OR STARS. 



Yon must conceive the observer placed at the foot of a hill, 
interspersed between him and the place where the son is 
rising (himself entirely in the shade). The npper margin of 
the mountain is covered with woods or detached trees and 
shrubs, which are projecting dark objects on a very dark and 
clear sky, except at the very place where the sun is just going 
to rise, for there all the trees and shrubs bordering the margin 
are entirely, branches; stem, leaves and all, of a pure and 
brilliant white, appearing extremely bright and luminous. 
The minutest details, leaves, twigs, Ac., are most delicately 
preserved, and you will fancy you saw those trees and forests 
made of the purest silver, with all the skill of an expert 
workman. The swallows and other birds flying in those spots 
appear like spots of the most brilliant white.— Br Professor 
Neckee. 

1. 
STOOD at the mountain foot, 
As the sun went toward the dawn, 
And I looked on the npper ground, 
Whose light quickly coming shone. 
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2. 

The son had not risen yet 

On the line of the mountain's brow ; 
He was there on the other side, 
But soon is be coming now. 



The place where I stood was in shade, 

Near alp was in haze of gray, 
On blue sky not a cloud was cast, 

Along summit a forest lay. 

4. 
And now came a vision forth, 

like to which scarce had ever been ; 

In a glade, spray of pine and fir, 

Seemed alight with silver sheen. 

5. 
All the rest of the forest was dark, 

Standing out on a cloudless sky, 

Leaf and twig were white, and white birds 

Like sparks, in and out did fly. 
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6. 
Did we ever hear it told 

How when first our earth was made, 

Morning stars together sang, 

And their homage of praises paid P 

7. 
Then perchance did those sons of God 

In like raiment of light appear ; 

As they sang on the edge of the sky 

Their hymn to the first new year. 

8. 
First snn was just rising then, 

O'er the scene of that blessed birth, 

As God's choir of angels sung, 

All hail to the new-born earth ! 



January 13th, 1870. 
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MONT BLANC. 



03tHOU great white throne of this our western earth, 

^^ Whereon doth sit in viewless shadowy state, 

White Form, unseen, aerial, all alone, 

Of one in dreamy mood imagining, 

We call Mont Blanc, and make him in our dream 

Prime king of snows, o'er wintry wastes around, 

Besting on domes and peaks, as white as he, 

Innumerable, seats perchance of lesser kings 

Of snow, how oft I watch thee when unveiled, 

And giving out thy beauty 'neath a vault 

Of blue, eternal, cloudless, overhead ! — 

Curtains of haze perchance by hands unseen 

Wafted aside, thou seemest to announce, 

A coming to his court of Potentate 

Mystic, who never comes, whoe'er he be, 

In robe of fog spangled with icicles — 

See him, methinks we may, taking his seat, 

With tapering snow wreath faintly tipped with gold, 
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For sceptre, and around his hoary brow, 
Wrought by the cunning art of oxygen, 
Circlet of silvery frost for coronal, 
Where playful sunlight deftly stealing in 
Tints feathery snow flower, gentian, edelweiss, 
Rose, arnica, with light, so making them 
Dancing in sparks of rich and changeful hues, 
Fit jewels of an Alpine monarch's crown ! 
Beneath him on a tuffc of drifted snow, 
He sets his icy foot, and looks abroad 
O'er his cold drear domain, himself as cold, 
And bids his realm of frozen seas around, 
Stand frozen still and all his snow be snow. 
And see, far down below the stately halls, 
And crystal floors, and clearest depths of blue, 
And graceful pinnacles in all their sheen 
Of whitest spiral seracs, pointing high, 
And massive walls on either hand of rocks 
Titanic, rearing high their heads in clouds, 
With here and there a fir, and not a sound 
Of life save of a marmot, and you have 
The glacier palace of this monarch weird, 
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And there he lives in ice realm all alone. 

Anon you hear a sound of seracs fall, 

At ice king's bidding word — soon rises one 

Again, and then another falls, as though 

In mimic play it might be, and though thus 

Falling and rising oft, yet still are left 

Such multitudes, you might imagine wand 

Of fabled Merlin had just thither called 

All earth's cathedrals, with their spires aloft, 

To some lone valley far away from man, 

For firs and cliffs and domes and winds and snows 

To worship there in unison — hark now 

Some word hurls avalanche and down it comes 

A thunderbolt in force and hollow roar, 

In mass a mountain, hoarse wild storm of stones, 

Vast cataract of ice, with wind and strength 

Enough to kill all life, make all green waste, 

And sweeping down before it, as it rolls, 

Greatness and littleness and all beside, * 

Through slope and crag and forest grinds its way ! 

And now, methinks, the snow king vanishes, 

With evening twilight, and the parting sun 
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Tints his white throne of virgin snow with rose, 
And lets night in — rich bine of sky grows dim, 
And stars peep forth, yet still the white of dome, 
The silvery line of glacier, and each peak 
Pinnacled high in air, from far or near, 
Looks ont into the night, as if to make 
E'en night as well as day token perpetual 
Still, of earth's short eternity of snows. 
Perchance to-morrow's sun may hide his face, 
And misty haze will veil yon towering mount — 
Yet still I'll picture thee behind the veil, 
And know that all thy whitened turrets still, 
Thy waves of ice and snows are there, and watch 
For lifting of yon mystic curtain, when 
All that was there before will reappear. 
Time will be by and bye, when other heights, 
Hid now from eye of sense, but not of faith, 
Will come in sight, and in the midst shall sit, 
On God's Mount Zion, not on earth's Mont Blanc, 
One glorious in his beauty, whom no word 
Human can image, in gold robe of light 
Arrayed, His crown a rainbow, his sceptre, 
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Coruscant spiral flame of thousand hues 

Set round with stars, (can fancy soar so high ?) 

For jewels, clouds of glory all around, 

And myriads of Shining Ones among, 

With trumpet's sound and thunder's roll, and play 

Of lightnings o'er all falling worlds— then He 

Like unto jasper and a sardine stone, and robed 

In raiment white as light, th' Eternal Jah, 

In radiant kingdom, and on golden throne, 

New earth, new heaven, new light, yea all things new, 

Will give to countless just, new, living men, 

Th' Eternal, for his own Eternity ! 

And shall Mont Blanc be shaken, yea quite fall, 

And mountains higher, earth's huge giants once, 

And all the mighty hills and rocks sink down 

Into one mass of ruin, 'neath the shock 

Of universal earthquake, and no more 

Nature's sublime ones rear their lofty heads ? 

Yes, this shall be indeed in coming time, 

When in a land far lovelier e'en than thine, 

Mont Blanc, and on a fairer mount than thou, 

Thine own Great Maker will Himself appear, 
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Great reigning King, true Mighty One of all. 
And we and all who in that land shall be, 
With life immortal and high honour crowned, 
Dark mists of night and error cleared away, 
Shall on a cloudless earth see endless light ! 

Christmas, 1874. 
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LINES SUGGESTED BY A SUNSET OVER 
THE JURA MOUNTAINS IN MAY, 1873. 

1. 
f OT long ago I flew on wings of steam 
In iron car o'er plain of Southern France, 
Jnst as the sun was sinking in the west, 
And every wandering ray, that in the dance 
Of morning light had sparkled here and there 
On dewdrop, rosebud, wing of butterfly, 
Tree top or waterfall, to rest had gone. 
Black cloud had settled on far edge of sky, 
When o'er it dimly stole a light most heavenly. 

2. 

Wondering I saw in thin fantastic streaks, 

Ridges of green and brown, and rose and gold, 
Of every changeful hue, light, fleecy, soft, 
Fringing and fringed, as one did now enfold 
Another, or was enfolded — momently 
Each cloudlet got or gave the flush, and seemed 
As though sun gave a true dissolving view, 
Himself dissolving, that man's pencil never drew. 
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8. 

And now these many coloured vapoury isles 

Do all in silent haste float soon away, 

From clouds' dark bosom, yet e'en now behold. 

Shoots forth a streak of flame from orb of day, 

That colours all the sky with amber light. 

The cloudlets floating on the sea of black, 

Have vanished, or are hidden out of sight, 

Nought marks the course of former airy track, 

Of what not fancy's highest flight now bringeth back. 

4. 
And now the ray that lingered last of all, 

Has tinged that low dark bank with other hues. 

Great sun has now another picture drawn, 

Which fancy's thought with transient truth endues. 

It seems not an illusion, but it is, 

That range of mountains rising high in air, 

Mountains of gold, illumined by a sheen 

That gilds vast tracts of plain beneath them there, 

With tint no pencil of a thought, can show how 
passing fair. • 

H 
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6. 
I traced the jagged lines of cliff and peak, 

Marked spot where brown crag-turrets rose or fell. 

I saw the lowest base, the topmost height, 

Counted each separate pine and torrent well ; 

Ravine and gorge in turn stood ont to view, 

And all looked golden — then in busy thought 

Rose high above, a Imp of lucid sky — 

A tract below had glow ethereal caught, 

That to the vision one true show of golden glory 
brought. 

6. 
Perpetual sun seemed resting on those hills, 

They seemed a golden chain from end to end — 

There was a brightness e'en in darkest part, 

That shed light e'en on lightest, not a bend 

That came not sharply out — a river ran 

Auriferous, Pactolus-like, below, 

With golden water, visible and clear — 

And all that grew was evergreen — the glow 

JVinged edge of leaf, and -all through ether seemed to 
flow. 
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7. 
Fancy did e'en an airy city build, 

In indistinct sublimity on high, 

Somewhere among those hills, like all beside, 

In the fair vision, golden, heavenly — 

Towers and pinnacles and shining domes 

And palaces, looked all alight, with gleam 

Of rose-light for a moment, then bright wave 

That did o'er storm-cloud in brief glory stream, 

Had passed, and all became a brilliant shadowy dream ! 

8. 
And so dream passed, and with it show that made 

It look not dreamy, though it still was show — 

And then dead clouds began to dance about, 

Whirled by the wind-gusts — hasted light to go 

That made the day, and going, made it night. 

I dimly saw dark Jura's distant line, 

That helped the great sun-painter in his work, 

Made both his foreground and unplanned design, 

His pencil was his light, that o'er the dark did fitful 

shine! 
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And now I fly on lightning wings of steam 

In iron car o'er plain of 'Southern France 

In darkness, bat with other wings I fly 

Of thought, as swift, and with high upward glance 

Of inner eye, e'en fairer realms behold 

Than those I saw on this strange eventide, 

Plains, hills, and city bathed in golden light 

Which not e'en blackest veil of night can hide, 

When in a land of changeless day, all sons of light 
abide! 

January 1875. 
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A Free .Translation, in Epic Verio, of the first One hundred 

and twelve lines of the First Book of OVID'S XETAXOBPHOSES, 

as a kind of Pagan reiteration of the Story of Creation, as given 

in the first Chanter of the Book of Genesis. 



iiftF changes of primeval types of old 
^■^ Into new bodies of another mould, 
My mind is moved to sing — Ye Sacred Nine, 
And gods immortal, favour my design, 
And carry on thought's currents as they go 
From first to present times, in onward flow I 
At first what now is land and sea and sky, 
Was chaos all, beneath, beyond, on high — 
Matter inert, in crude and shapeless heap, 
Lay in dead arms of dull and heavy sleep, 
And all the scattered seeds of atoms were 
In forms not yet assimilated there. 
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No sun had yet in firmament found place, 
Nor hung earth, as at present, poised in space — 
Moon did not yet with golden crescent shine, 
Nor sea with tidal wave earth's margin line — 
Water, where none could swim, air void of light, 
Unsteady earth, still without form or might, 
In wild confusion one with other fought, 
Humid with dry, with hard soft, cold with hot, 
Till God at length came forth to heal the strife, 
Gave each small form of separate matter, life — 
Divided earth from heaven and sea from land, 
Made atoms peaceful be by His command — 
Evolved clear ether out of vapours dense — 
Made the great Sun in His omnipotence — 
Planted in heaven's high keep his naming seat, 
And made him centre of all light and heat. 
Thus He, whoe'er. He was, that solely first 
Bade huge chaotic mass asunder burst, 
Now broke it into parts and sections small, 
And several parts and sides made equal all, 
From rude disjointed fragments order flows, 
And one great world, adjusted well, arose. 
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God next diffused the seas and fixed their bound, 
And made the encircling waters land surround, 
Winds swept o'er ocean's wastes with sullen roar, 
And waves and storms dashed wild on every shore. 
Then, too, within earth's circle, river, lake, 
Stream, rill, and spring their rise respective take. 
Rivers God made, in channel sure, to flow, 
And each, by banks defined, true limit know, 
Vapours absorbed in air by wise decree, 
And turned main current always toward the sea — 
God opened out the plains, made mountains rise, 
Valleys sink low, trees pointed to the skies, 
Zones formed — o'er all hung air's high realm of life, 
Where roll mists, clouds, winds, and thunders strifq — 
God every wind to separate tract confined, 
East to the east, and west to west assigned. 
Rude Boreas' blast o'er dreary Scythia reigns, 
And Auster softly floats o'er southern plains — 
Prime over all, in space suspended high, 
God fixed blue arch of pure ethereal sky. 
And then no sooner by Divine command 
Did every type in place and order stand, 
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Then sun, moon, groups of stars eame full in sight, 

Hidden before in deep chaotic night, 

Tracts of a graceful earth revealed to view, 

Their forms as faultless, and themselves as new — 

And lest one tract in vast creation's span, 

Should lack the grace complete through all that ran, 

God deemed His own bright heaven's high floor most 
meet, 

To be, of gods and lights celestial, seat. 

And now with fish God stocked the depths of sea, 

Planted on earth all living things that be, 

Sent birds to cleave mid air with power of wing, 

And make with power of song all welkin ring. 

Qne purer race on earth was wanting still, 

Of subtler genius and of stronger will, 

One that might rule all races then on earth — 

That stock was man — so God ordained his birth, 

And man was made — but whether in the mould 

Divine of Him who all things else unrolled, 

Or emanation he from ether came, 

In essence and in purity the same, 

We know not, but of Gods omnipotent 
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He kept the germs of form and lineament, 
And while brute creatures hare the downward look, 
He gave to man the form his being took, 
Gave him the face erect, the eye Divine, 
Upward to look, where all God's glories shine. 
Thus did bright earth, so formless once and rude, 
Changed quite, receive men heavenly, just, and good. 
Then sprang first golden age, when in its youth 
Men without judge or law, kept faith and truth — 
War punishment and fear were absent then, 
No threatening laws on brass met eyes of men, 
No guilt before stern judge had need to chafe, 
They had no judge, without a judge were safe — 
No pine as yet on mountain's top cut down, 
Was floated yet on stream to neighbouring town. 
No shores except their own did mortals know, 
No foss need guard a city from a foe, 
No trumpet, helmet, sword, existed yet, 
No soldier, for on peace were all minds set. 
Earth gave her grain unploughed, both fall and free, 
Fruit ripe, unforced, men gathered from the tree, 
All, acorns, cherries, strawberries could eat 
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From tree or bnsh, in clusters rich and sweet, 
Flowers then came up unsown, of every hne — 
Fann'd by soft zephyrs that around them blew. 
Earth had no need of share, it bore the grain 
Of its own self, and whitened all the plain — 
Rivers with milk, and e'en with nectar ran — 
This was the happy state of primal man ! 

April, 1875. 




FINIS. 
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